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Be the hand of mischifef Cut
Be the teeth of the spy knock'd;
Be the apsides and nodes scrambled;
In my sea-like swell
Of passion-pronged heave,
May His Vatavaagni
Maintain the Level-Me.
I grow Crystal!' d within
To hold His flame-tongue
Granting me the taste
Of every shoot and root.
Beloved are the stars,
But they compete!
I am hence on the thorn.
Turn me into a nenuphar.
For ever I may turn
My pistiTd wisdom
Into the proto-word!
Into the proto-grammaton!
I am a little scared, in the yoke of "Mdra"
For I recall the grand dissolution
And the bones of swan and Boar
With those of tusker's
Trumpet within the golden womb
And every gripe turns a triple joy
For Ganga, uma and I, Aye!
I secrete honey.
The many needled Vanmeeka
Moistens me.
My insides, Caverns are actinic ray-lit;
Are gem-lit, cane-beaten,ver ever flows,
